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Bringing a Gun to a Knife Fight 


Author's Notes: 
Basic disclaimers, | down own anyone or anything and this is a work of fiction. Blah, blah. I've been writing 


fanfiction for how many years and | still produce mediocre things like this. For that, | apologize. 


"Allu." His voice was slippery with the taste of alcohol. "| have to tell you... man, | know we're so trashed.. but | 


love you man" 


"Yeah, | know" The shorter of the two replied with a laugh. His puffy shoes splashed in the fresh rain of the 
city streets as they walked down the dimly lit alleyways. They had never been to this town before and 
honestly had no idea how they found the bar. The way back was a mystery, but they agreed to walk when 
Janne insisted that they have a discussion about something important. Everything seemed important when they 
were drunk, though. 


"No, you don't get it though. | really-" His words were interrupted by a loud crack that pierced the air. 
Someone had brought a gun to a knife fight and clearly had no idea how to use the device. The bullet shot off 


in the wrong direction just as they had rounded the corner. Janne screamed, his words horribly slurred with 


fear and drunkenness, though very clearly reverting back to Finnish due to the chaos of the situation. His hand 
was buried deep in the other mans bloody hair, his body limp in his arms. He took off his shirt, pressing it to 
the gunshot wound to try to stop the bleeding, but it wasn't going to help. The metal of the bloody bullet 
clanged as it fell out of the mans hood and onto the pavement. He realized there was no saving him, the bullet 


had gone straight through. The brain stem had been cut. Instant death. 
He continued to press the shirt to the bleeding wound, tears forming in his eyes as he suddenly became sober. 


"Alexil" Janne shot up from the couch, his chest rising and falling rapidly with his shallow breaths. It had been 
months since the incident, but he could still picture every moment. His dreams still haunted him every night 


when he accidentally fell asleep on the couch while trying to chase away his thoughts with television. 


His face was shiny with sweat that had drenched both his hair and his shirt. He sighed, pressing his face into 
the palms of his hands. He vowed he would not cry about it again. He had cried enough, it was time to start 
moving on. It wasn't as easy as he made it seem. Swinging his legs over the edge of the couch, he knocked 
over his shoes that had been left on the floor. Alexi always hated when Janne left his shoes in front of the 
couch. More than once he had tripped over them and fell face first into the cushions, which warranted the 
shoes being thrown at Janne's face when he laughed. Alexi always made a point to move the shoes just a 


couple feet to the left, so they were right by the hallway. 


He shook his head, attempting to shake the memory from his mind as he rose to his feet. He shuffled to the 
bathroom, running ice cold water to splash on his warm face. He rested his elbows on the side of the sink, 
letting his head drop down as he bit his lip to prevent the tears from escaping his eyes. He splashed more 
water in his face, hoping to clear his mind so he could get a full night's sleep for once. Maybe a shower would 
help, he thought. Showers always helped him clear his mind to write music, but that was a thing of the past 
for him. Ever since Alexi died, music stopped being a big part of his life. It had taken a back seat to his 


depression, which had managed to consume his life. 


The water ran hot, steaming up the bathroom and nearly scalding his skin. The pain didn't bother him much, it 
was a great relief from the terror building inside of his body. He hadn't showered in days, nor had he really 
left the couch much. He assumed he probably smelled like a pile of rotten food, but he couldn't really smell 
himself anymore. The others had stopped coming around after a while. They urged Janne to get help, but 
enough refusals frustrated them to the point where they felt they could no longer help him. They occasionally 
stopped by to check and make sure his heart was still beating and to let him know they cared, but he always 
politely turned them away. They sometimes came in while he was sleeping to leave nice little notes or a beer 
for him, which he greatly appreciated. He just couldn't find the energy within him to help himself. They had 
agreed to break up the band after Alexi was shot, knowing a replacement would only make their struggle 


harder. The last show they played was the last time Janne had put his fingers to the keys of his keyboard. 


He stepped carefully out of the shower, placing his feet on the rug so he wouldn't slip like he did last time. He 


looked up at the mirror, the steam revealing a message that had been left on it. 


Dont stop making music. 


"Nice try, guys." He muttered, wiping his hand across the mirror to erase the words. He could see his face in 
the mirror once more. He looked like a train wreck. He looked down at the counter, hoping to find anything that 
might make him look more presentable. Alexis razor still sat in the corner. He couldn't bring himself to move 
it, always thinking he may return one day and complain about it being moved. There were the horrible 
thoughts again He didn't want to remember, he didn't want to feel anything right now. He grabbed the razor 
and chucked it into the trash can. He then threw on a pair of sweatpants and stormed out of the bathroom. 


As he entered the bedroom, he bumped into his keyboard that still rested on the same stand it had for 
months now. Dirty clothes littered the floor around it in piles, but the keyboard had begun to bother him now. 
Suddenly, he pushed the stand over, knocking the board backwards onto the pile of clothes. He grunted in anger 
and frustration, flopping onto the bed where he hid his face in the pillow and sobbed himself to sleep, just like 
every night. 


The Dead Don't Speak 


Janne awoke to the familiar feeling of his hair stuck to his cheeks with dry tears. Normally he would beat 
himself up for crying again, but he just didn't have the energy to do so anymore. A small light was flashing on 
his cell phone, but who would've called him this early? He grabbed the phone, unlocking its screen quickly. 
Early? It was the middle of the afternoon, He had slept all day. No wonder he missed the call. He dialed a few 


numbers before raising the phone to his ear to listen to the voicemail Jaska had left for him. 


"Just checking in on you again Remember we'll be out of town this week, I'll call every day to make sure 


everything is alright. We'll stop by again when we get back." 


The side of his mouth curled a bit, but couldn't quite become a smile. He sat the phone on the bed and headed 
towards the bathroom. As he exited the room, his leg brushed against a familiar instrument. His keyboard was 
resting on the stand that he swore he knocked over. Staring for a bit, he came to the conclusion that there 
were two possibilities. One of the guys had come in last night and fixed it after they checked on him, or he 
had imagined the events of last night entirely. Both were very possible at the moment considering his mental 


state. 


The cold water helped to wash away the sweat and tears still caked on his face, but it did nothing to clear his 
mind this time. It was raining outside, he could hear it hitting the roof over the sound of the running water. 
Alexi had always loved going out in the rain and fucking around. He couldn't count the times a wresting match 
would start in the wet grass and they would both end up soaked and muddy with no clear winner. Still, Alexi 
never suspected a thing, never thought Janne was taking it easy on him just so he could savor the moment of 


being that close. 


His hand slid across the counter until it came across a plastic razor. He brought it to his face, inspecting it 
for a few moments in disbelief. He knew he had thrown the razor away. He knew it had upset him last night 
and he got rid of it. But here is was, sitting on the counter in the corner. Had he really imagined everything 
that happened last night? Was he finally losing his mind? 


The shower ran hotter than last night, this time leaving behind red patches on his skin where the heat 
brought blood to the surface. Again he didn't seem to mind. His brain was too busy trying to remember 
exactly what he did last night. 


He slid on a pair of jeans that had been sitting just outside the bathroom door. There was no telling if they 
were clean, but it didn't seem to matter much anymore. On his way back to the couch, he nearly tripped over 
a shirt that had been left on the floor. Shrugging, he grabbed it and put it on, sniffing it a bit to make sure it 


didn't smell too terrible. Amazingly, this was a clean one despite it being on the floor for who knows how long. 


"Ah, fuck" He mumbled, remembering he had left the shower water running. He opened the door to a wall of 
steam that had formed behind it. He waved his arm in front of him to disperse the steam and turned the 
water off. As he walked out again, something caught his attention. Out of the corner of his eye he could see 


another message written on the mirror. This time it looked like it had been freshly written in the steam, 
rather than smudged onto the mirror to wait. His eyes went wide as he read it, shaking his head in disbelief a 
few times. 


Dont move my razor. 


He had to have stared for a good five minutes, since the steam had begun to disappear and the message 
vanished along with it. His heart was racing as he hurried out of the bathroom. 


"What the fuck?! | must be losing my mind. | must be.." He trailed off, looking down at his shoes. They were 
placed against the wall, right next to the hallway. He looked around wildly, his damp hair hitting his face every 
time he turned his head. It seemed like an absolutely wild idea. When people are dead, they don't just come 
back. They don't hang around to bother you. But the proof was right here, there was no other explanation. He 
took a deep breath, centering himself again. "Alexi..?" He breathed, his body feeling weak as he awaited some 
sort of reply. 


The ghost smiled, knowing Janne had no way of seeing him there, but could still figure out the messages he 
had been trying to send to him. He grabbed Janne's wrist, feeling him tense up when he began to feel the cold 
sensation. Alexi opened his mouth to say something, but soon realized that being dead meant you couldn't talk 
You couldn't interact with the people you had left behind.. unless of course, you got creative with your 


methods. 


Janne stood still, his brain not quite processing what had just happened. For lack of a better explanation, he had 


just encountered a ghost. 


"Alexi.. are you really there?" Another cold sensation chilled his wrist. He let out an almost sputtered laughter 
of disbelief which soon turned to tears. "Oh man, l.. | tried to stop the bleeding." He choked out, leaning against 
the wall to prevent himself from falling onto his knees. "| tried so hard to save you but.. but they said it was 


instant." He felt a chill flutter across his cheek, causing him to gasp and cease his tears for the moment. 


Alexi jerked his hand back, afraid that his touch was too cold for Janne to handle. He searched around the 
room for some way to help. Seeing Janne cry stung worse than any wound he had ever encountered in his 
short life. He looked behind him, spotting a shelf full of CDs that were sloppily placed on top of each other. The 
ghost smiled, turning around and grabbing one from the bottom of the stack. They all toppled onto the floor 
with the loud noises of plastic falling onto itself. He stood frozen for a minute, waiting for the reaction he knew 


all too well. 


Janne watched as the CDs fell to the floor, some cases falling open and their contents being scattered around. 
He wiped a few tears from his face as his voice began to lighten up again. "You.." He started, his lips cracking 


into a huge smile. "You clumsy dumbass! You're going to break them alll" 


Smiling, the ghost proceeded to pull another CD from a separate pile, letting them all fall again. Janne hurried 
over to the CDs, trying to pick them up even though he was laughing too hard to concentrate. Alexi then did 


the same with a stack of DVDs near by, sifting through them on the floor. 


"Do they let the dead drink?" Janne joked, watching as his invisible friend seemingly destroyed his living room. 
He was roaring with laughter, remembering all the times Alexi was too drunk to hold anything and would 


stumble around the room knocking everything in his path over. "Because you're acting like a drunken idiot!" 


Alexi plopped himself down on the floor next to Janne, who was still laughing as he sat on his knees and tried 
to reorganize the mess. It was the first time he had laughed since Alexi spilled his drink at the bar that awful 
night. It felt nice to smile again, even if this was all some strange delusion. This seemed real enough, though, 


and he was happy to have his friend back, no matter how strange the circumstance. 


Ouija 


Author's Notes: 
Sorry for the formatting being so odd with this. | played around with different ways to symbolize Alexi 


communicating and this was the best looking option. 


"I wish | could at least see you. | feel like an ass being the only one laughing at this" Janne chuckled, gesturing 
at the TV that was currently running some comedy special. He looked over at the empty space beside him on 
the couch where he was sure Alexi was sitting, judging by the cold feeling on his arm. "Even if you could talk 
it would make things easier." He nodded, assuring himself that there had to be some solution to their lack of 


communication, 
Alexi thought for a moment before leaving the couch. Janne looked up when the cold sensation had disappeared. 


"Where are you going?" He questioned, knowing full well he had no way of getting an answer. Alexi began to 
move the light switch up and down, flashing the overhead light in the room. "Ah, that works!" Janne exclaimed. 
"Okay, flash once for ‘no' and twice for 'yes'" The ghost nodded, more out of habit than anything, considering 
he could not be seen He felt like an idiot standing in the corner and messing with the light switch, but it made 
Janne happy. That's all that really mattered at the moment. 


"Did you feel the bullet?" Once. "Are you in pain now?" Once. He was going to make himself sad again if he didn't 
change the subject, but those were two questions he had to know the answer to. "Alright. um." He hesitated 
for a moment. Coming up with simple yes or no questions was harder than he thought. "Have you been leaving 
these beers on the table for me every day?" Twice. Janne smiled, taking another sip of the beer that was 


already there. 


Alexi smiled too, watching Janne's face light up every time he answered a question. Janne had never been too 
good at hiding how much he cared about Alexi.. how much he really loved him. Alexi had always put up a front 
of ignorance to the situation It wasn't that he didn't feel the same.. it was never that. It never seemed like the 
right time to just give in to the feeling. That night he was just going to take him by his dirty, alcohol-soaked 
shirt and kiss him until there were no words left on his lips. He was going to tell him how bad he was at hiding 
his feelings and run his fingers through that messy, wet hair of his.. but that had been taken away from him. 
It felt like his entire sense of happiness bled out that night. That's why he felt he had to watch over Janne. 


"Do you remember that time we were wrestling and we broke the lamp that used to be in here?" Twice. "Did 
you let me win?" Once. "Are you lying?" There was a pause before the lights blinked twice again. "Did you let 
me win because you felt bad about breaking my lamp?" Once. "Then why did you let me win?" Janne paused for 
a few moments, suddenly remembering it was impossible to get an answer. "There's got to be a better way to 
do this." He shook his head, getting up from the couch and searching around the room. He found nothing in the 


living room, so he moved on to the bedroom to search. Alexi followed him closely, watching over his shoulder 


curiously. 


Janne continued to search, moving to the closet that looked like it hadn't been organized properly in years. He 
dug to the bottom of a torn up cardboard box and pulled out what looked like a large board game. "| got this a 
couple years ago when we were in the US. You're gonna feel really stupid using this.. but ¡Fs better than 
flashing lights." He held up a slightly roughed-up Ouija board, carrying it to the living room and placing it on the 
table. Alexi laughed at the idea of spelling out every answer, but it actually seemed like it would be fun It 
would at least bridge the huge gap between the two of them. 


Janne chuckled as he took another sip of his beer. "Right, so.. why did you let me win?" Alexi shook his head, 
grabbing the small plastic piece. / don’t know. Felt Ike if. "Hmm." Janne nodded slightly, trying to think of another 
question. "Why are you here now?" / felt like / needed to protect you and look after you. Like a guardian angel or 
some shit. "Guardian angel or some shit?" He snorted, putting his hand to his forehead. "Such a graceful answer, 
Allu. You should write poetry." Shut up. The plastic piece shook a bit with Alexi's laughter. Al kill ya. You know Im 
bad with sappy bullshit. "But don't they say.. angels don't kill?" Janne could barely finish the sentence due to his 
laughter. Alexi was laughing just as hard as he slammed the plastic piece on the board and shoved the board 
to the floor. Bad jokes always seemed to be a tradition with them, especially if they were related to Bodom 


Songs. 


Janne leaned over, grabbing the board and putting it on the table once more. "Hey, | know that was a terrible 
joke but you don't have to break my stuff!" You cant see if, but Im giving you the finger. "| assumed you were." 
He smiled, looking down at the board as Alexi was tapping the plastic piece on the table. "What is it?" / don't 
know how to phrase if. "Just try. I'm sure I'll figure it out" As not mportant. "Everything you tell me is 


important." 


Alexi stopped tapping for a moment, staring at Janne with a shy smile on his face. He wanted to tell him. He 
wanted to see Janne's face light up like a series of fireworks, just like he imagined it would when he finally told 
him. He sat the plastic piece on the letter ' and began tapping it again. It seemed like an awful time to say it. | 
love you too, it's too bad I'm dead and we can't really do anything about it.. it just seemed like an incredibly 
cruel thing to do to someone. He could see the happiness slowly fading from Janne's eyes as he waited 

patiently. It had to be said, he couldn't make him wait any longer. He had already waited too long. 

| know what you were going to say to me before | got shot. He took a deep breath and gripped the piece harder. / 
love you too. In the same way. | always have. He looked up at Janne with the slight fear that he may have made 


things worse. 


"Allu." Janne started, his face turning a bit pink as he smiled and desperately fished for words. "Allu.. I-'m so 
glad. I'm so.. so happy!" He stuttered with excitement. For a moment he swore he could see Alexi grinning right 
in front of him, but it was so brief he assumed he had just imagined it. His mind was racing and he couldn't 


seem to form a sentence, but he was so happy and emotional that he could barely contain himself. 


[Fs nice fo see you so happy again. Alexi spelled out, wishing there was more he could do to interact with Janne. 


Now can we stop with the mushy bullshit? I's gonna make me sick and | dont even have a real body anymore. 


